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ek Eleven 


mu This is Dek Unu Magazine. In Esperanto, dek unu means "eleven." Eleven images 
Magazine from a single artist. Eleven artists in eleven solo issues in each publication year. 
Dek Unu publishes the work of a new artist-photographer in each issue. The artist's 
work and words are featured alone and in individual focus as the sole purpose for each 
issue of the magazine. Unlike other arts and letters magazines which might look for 
work from a variety of artists to support an editorial staff's theme, at Dek Unu, theme 
and imagery are always each artist's own. 


This Month 


From the famous moonlit photo of tiny Hernandez, New Mexico, to 
countless shots of skylines from Dallas to Dubai, images celebrating 
man’s constructions (big and small) have appeared somewhere in the 
portfolio of every photographer. Among such photos, those low-angle 
pix of skyscrapers, in which man, the heroic builder, overcomes the 
force of gravity, are hymns to glass and steel. In this series, 
Naturalia: Chronicle of Contemporary Ruins, Jonk, (the "nom d'’artiste 
of this month's featured artist), sings an entirely different song. 


" 


Jonk seeks out his photo ops in “wastelands” — once thriving sites of 
man-made enterprises, now abandoned and slowly but inexorably 
being reclaimed by Nature. Across his career, he has found and 
photographed, in dazzling detail, more than 1500 such sites, in more 
than seventy countries on five continents. His formerly majestic 
houses are filled with mold, shrubs, and saplings. His industrial sites 
are partially digested piles of rubble, swallowed by life that doesn’t 
depend on commerce and manufacturing. Empty window frames and 
exposed construction metal are trellises for unbelievable, highly 
photogenic, Edens-in-the-making. Enjoy these beautiful, clearly 
spoken reminders that Nature’s power requires respect and care from 


every one of us. > 


| visited this Norman mansion on a beautiful day in December 2016. For once, | was accompanied by 
my girlfriend and my best friend. It's something | rarely do, but on several occasions both had shown an 
interest in spending a day in the “wasteland” with me. So, | organized a one-day trip, not too far, with 
places that seemed easy and safe on the program. We visited two wide-open industrial soots where we 
saw beautiful graffiti, a third site, that was being demolished when we visited, and the fourth stop was 
the mansion where | found this statue. The interior of the building was not really worth it. | took a few 
pictures there, only one of which | really like — an old clock bathed in light on an old piece of furniture 
full of character. It was while coming out and crossing the park again to leave the estate that | came 
across this statue. It was mid-day and the light was magnificent. It was also very cold and frost was still 
present on the tall grass of the fallow garden. The statue is a representation of the goddess Diana, 
hunting. It is almost identical to the one that can be admired in the Louvre except that, here, she is 
wearing a beautiful ivy dress. Unlike the one that can be seen in the museum, the hind that accompa- 
nies her has lost its antlers and its two front legs. | won't surprise anyone by saying that | prefer this 
version! 


—Park of a Castle, France 





| shot this image on a small island in Japan. In the 1950s, a town was set there to operate a coal mine. 
At its peak in the 1970s, the town had around 8,000 inhabitants. The mine closed in the early 2000s. 
Since then, the city is gradually emptying of its inhabitants. Today there are about a hundred people 
left. 


This was an apartment building that housed the miners. 


-Apartment Building, Japan 





A great story goes with this shot. In 2015, | went to Cuba for three weeks, solo. It was a "classic" trip, the 
goal of which was to get a change of scenery, unlike trips intentionally targeting “wasteland.” | neverthe- 
less had a small list of abandoned places spotted on the Internet. Once in La Havana, | went to check this 
beautiful theater. | was immediately struck by the trees coming out of the windows on the second floor! | 
went around, trying to get in, but found no possible access. Looking more closely at the main entrance, | 
noticed that the door was locked from the inside with a padlocked chain. So, guessing that someone 
lived there. | knocked, | waited, and knocked again. A passerby confirmed to me that someone was stay- 
ing there. | knocked again and Reynaldo, who had set up a bedroom in one of the disused rooms on the 
first floor, opened up for me. He then showed me one of the most beautiful places | have ever seen. | 
went back there the next day. It had been 20 years since he decided to live there, to maintain the prem- 
ises, while respecting Nature as She reclaims her rights. He lived there with his dog, Puti. The funny anec- 
dote is that the rope we see in the photo is his washing line! Looking back, | was lucky, | might have 
come on a laundry day and seen underpants everywhere! 


This place was initially an operahouse. Opened in 1870, it hosted renowned shows, performing to audi- 
ences of up to 2,500 people. In 1921, after a fire closed it for three years, it reopened as a 2000-seat 
theater. For forty years, this theater was one of the pillars of cultural life in La Havana. The last play was 
performed there in 1965. Shortly after, part of the interior structure of the building collapsed. It was 
abandoned until the early 1990s when it found use again as a parking lot for motorcycles and bicycle 
taxis. After another part of the building collapsed, it was evacuated and is now definitely abandoned. 


-Theater, Cuba 
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In summer 2016, | did a solo trip to the former Yugoslavia, covering 5500 km. | started in Budapest 
and crossed what are today Bosnia-Herzegovina, Serbia, Croatia, Kosovo, Montenegro, Macedonia, 
and Slovenia. | shot this picture in an abandoned school in Croatia. It shows a detailed view of the bar 
that was located in the atrium of the main building and was intended as a center for student life. It was 
actually a political school, built in 1970 and used until 1990 when it suffered the burst of Yugoslavia. A 
prime minister was graduated from this school. There was not much to shoot in this place — an empty 
gymnasium, a dark theater — but this overgrown bar was worth the trip by itself. This place was one of 
the highlights of my trip and this picture is one of my favorites ever in my Naturalia series. 


-Bar, Croatia 
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A near miss and lesson learned are part of the story of this image. This swimming pool is located in 
a residential area of a small Italian town. | found this place on a ten-day trip in 2019 during which | 
visited about 50 abandoned places. | parked just in front of it, entered without any difficulty, and 
was amazed by what | found. The completely-gutted steel and glass skeleton and the advanced 
degree of return to nature created the perfect backdrop, exactly what | look for in this kind of trip. It 
was November; in places, the ground was covered with dead leaves. While stepping on one of those 
heaps of leaves, my foot broke through the ground and landed two feet lower. | had stepped on a 
glass plate covering a rusty metal grid. The grid gave way under my weight which broke the glass 
plate. Fortunately, | wore thick shoes and, especially, very thick jeans. If | had been wearing light- 
weight pants, the pieces of glass left on a part of the grid could have opened up the entire length of 
my leg. With my camera bag on my back, my unfolded tripod carrying a camera, and another 
camera around my neck, | was just lucky that my colleague was there to help me out of the hole. If | 
had been alone, dressed differently, the consequences could have been very serious. When | first 
started exploring abandoned places, | liked being there alone, to soak up their atmosphere to the 
fullest. Over time, (as | got older!), | realized that there were many risks and that it was better to go 
with someone. 


-Swimming Pool, Italy 


ae 


“ 


ORY MK ALS 
SY SSS WE = YY Z 
PRS VAS My PSH 


me. 
— 


Ie: 


: 
y 


0 MG pp "op hy UC LL og 
aah ST AE $c SL iS 





When | arrived in front of the theater with my two acolytes, we noticed that all the doors and windows 
were either wide open or nonexistent. Young people were repairing a car in front of the main entrance. 
We went around and entered from behind. Once inside, the ground floor was quite uninteresting and 
very dark; it was clearly the offices, the dressing rooms, and the cloakroom of the theater. However, at 
the foot of the central staircase, | discovered a magnificent view. | shot it from every possible angle. 
Amazingly, we discovered an equally-magnificent upstairs landing as well. It, too, got a photo from all 
angles. Among all of them, | chose this exposure because it shows precisely the landing but also the 
glass wall that runs along the stairs. It was such a good subject that we even came back the next 
morning to get better light. 


-Theater, Abkhazia 











Pere Wee opbonn 


| visited Moldova for a chapter of my book, Goodbye Lenin. One of the places | planned to visit during 
this trip was the incredible underground bunker of Oliscani. It was on my way there that | stumbled 
upon this unfinished construction. It was quite far from the road and behind some thick vegetation but 
| spotted it and something told me to pull over and go take a closer look! Needless to say, | didn’t 
regret it. | love this raw concrete structure in which thin saplings are starting to make their way. The 
wear and tear of the concrete adds a touch of decay that | particularly like. 


-Unfinished Construction, Moldova 





Here is a pretty incredible site and a rather unusual story. This small industrial site, an old cement fac- 
tory at the end of a dead end in a small Belgian village, did not look very interesting at first. As soon as 
| arrived, | discovered a few ruins of raw concrete in the vegetation. My eye started to quiver... Toward 
the back of the site, | spotted six concrete silos, each about a dozen meters high. No entry, no open- 
ing, no way to see what was inside. Then | spotted a small hole about twenty centimeters wide at the 
base of a silo. So, | lay down on the ground, on my stomach and slid my outstretched arm inside with 
my camera. | shot without seeing a thing. When | pulled my arm out and looked at the screen, | was 
amazed. | settled my camera a bit better and repeated the operation. Since | couldn't see anything, | 
shot doing an arc of a circle with my wrist to make sure | had at least one straight shot. Of the five 
other silos, four had an identical opening which also allowed me to photograph their interiors. This 
photo is therefore part of a quadriptych which shows four exactly identical structures but with four dif- 
ferent types of vegetation. Importantly, it was raining when | visited this site. | was shooting lying on 
the ground aiming upwards, so drops were falling on the lens. Since it took several attempts for each 
silo to get the right up-down and right-left inclinations, | spent a lot of time retrieving the camera to 
rub the lens! What should have taken thirty seconds took twenty times more! As | left the site, a resi- 
dent of one of the houses along the street asked me, in a very unfriendly manner, what | was doing 
there. In those circumstances, | often say, "| am lost." If he had seen on the way in there, | certainly 
wouldn't have taken that picture and its three little sisters. 


-Silo, Belgium 





This warehouse is part of an abandoned sawmill. It is so overgrown that it is hard to tell if it was used 
for production or just storage. Anyway, once the work place of almost 2000 workers, the facility is now 
home of tens of monkeys that scared the hell out of me when they started banging on what is left of 
the roof. 


| shot this picture during my travel to Taiwan at the end of 2017. During that trip, | shot as many aban- 
doned places as classic touristic places. This country was a great discovery for me; | will especially re- 
member the night markets where we went to have dinner almost every day. Those markets were actu- 
ally a great photographic subject, too! 


-Warehouse, Taiwan 
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| am often asked why such and such place was abandoned. It’s quite rare for me to get to know a site’s 
history. In the case of this mansion, | know it was built in the 1920s and was abandoned in 1985 due to 
inheritance issues, one of the most common reasons. 


When | present my Naturalia: Chronicle of Contemporary Ruins series, | always do it chronologically. | 
show the progression of Nature’s reclamation of man-made structures, beginning with the exteriors, 
then its infiltration into abandoned places, through the growth of life and deterioration of materials 
inside, until a ruin’s eventual collapse. The final stage is the burial and the disappearance of all traces 
of Man. These final stages of reclaiming Nature are rarely conducive to beautiful images, so | often 
choose this mansion to close the series. | do think we are near the end there. When you look at it, it's 
very easy to imagine what happens next — the collapse, which has already partly begun. You know the 
burial stage — just think of any archaeological ruin. We can then ask the question of what will remain 
of what Man has built? Well, probably nothing. 


My job is not to preach the apocalypse but to try to raise awareness. My interest has focused on aban- 
doned places taken over by Nature because of the strength of the message these photos convey. They 
pose a fundamental question — that of man's place on Earth and his relationship with Nature. While 
the negative impact of humans on their environment has never been so extreme as it is today, the 
series also, and above all, seeks to raise awareness, without being pessimistic. Man builds, Man aban- 
dons — each time for reasons of his own. Nature does not care about these reasons. One thing is cer- 
tain, when the Man leaves, She returns and takes everything back. Man is a temporary tenant of the 
planet who must be careful not to evict himself. Nature is stronger and, whatever happens to Man, 

She will always be there. 


-Manor, Taiwan 





Here is a second abandoned Taiwanese mansion. It was a detailed view of the first one that caught my 
eye, but here the whole building is interesting. It feels like Ta Prohm or some other ruins in the Angkor 
region. This place is well known to locals who come for a walk. Very few dare to enter it because, su- 
perstitious, they believe this mansion is haunted. Nonetheless, we still met many curious people who 
were walking around and lingered (at a safe distance!) near the well into which the servant of the rich 
family who lived here would have thrown herself. Legend has it that once her affair with the owner had 
been discovered by his wife, the shameful maid threw herself into it. She would come back to haunt 
the family every night after, which must be what caused them to leave. 


However, the mansion was built in the 1920s and then abandoned in the 1950s. This long period of ne- 
glect in this part of the world, where nature is extremely fertile, gives this incredible result. One might 
think it took several centuries to get there, but a few decades were enough. Inside, all the floors have 
collapsed and only the vertical walls remain standing. Like the photo of the first mansion, this image 
perfectly illustrates the last step of my Naturalia: Chronicle of Contemporary Ruins series. 


-Manor, Taiwan 





You began in the arts as an artiste de rue, a guerilla artist. 


Living in Paris, | discovered urban exploration, seeking out 
rooftops, subways, and Paris’s unofficial catacombs. | docu- 
mented the unseen side of the city. Climbing roofs to see her 
from the top, going at night in subway tunnels or spending 
whole days underground in the catacombs, exploring the tens 
of kilometers of galleries looking for beautifully carved rooms, 
| found in that activity a thrill, the adrenaline that | look for in 
my life. These urban explorations, and my search for unseen 
graffiti, brought me to abandoned places, where graffiti artists 
often go to paint, to be alone and able to take time to make 
bigger and better paintings. After some time hanging out with 
these artists, | started to paint there myself and adopted the 
nickname “Jonk.” At that time, | also began to stick prints of 
my travel pictures on the walls in the streets. Traveling, 
painting, sticking, photographing, roaming on roofs, metros, 
and catacombs, was a very time-consuming job that didn’t 
leave me enough time to do everything. Eventually, at the 
hour of choices, | dropped the spray, the pot of glue, the 
heights, and the undergrounds to stay with the photography 
of lost places. However, | could not get rid of “Jonk,” my 
nickname. I've kept it as a personally important souvenir of 
my graffiti artist times. 


Do you remember your first photograph? 


When | was 11, my parents sent me for a language ex- 
change to the USA, where each of the ten children forming 
the group lived with a different host family. The few souvenir 
pictures shot with the famous disposable orange cameras 
were my firsts. For the following six years, | traveled each 
winter to a new family in a different state and, in the mean- 
time, upgraded my gear with a basic analogue camera. At 
the age of 19, | made my first solo trip, to Barcelona. It 


changed my life. | came back with two passions that have 

never left me: traveling (| have since visited more than 70 

countries) and urban art (street art and graffiti) whose dis- 
covery gave me my first photographic subject, the one that 
still occupies me today. 





Jonk 
Photography wasn't part of your original career path. 


School was always easy for me and | never had to work 
very hard. | was both successful, usually among the top 
three of the class, and | was also a trouble-maker. This 
was a problem for some teachers who had to react to both 
my success and to my misbehavior. | finished a huge lot of 
classes outside of the classroom. When | arrived in my first 
year of college, to study mechanical engineering in the city 
of Rennes, | thought it would continue to be easy. But of 
course not. | did the first year twice and had been very 
close to being expelled because my grades were very, very 
bad. | started working hard to complete those first two 
years which, in France, are the most difficult. When you 
enter the engineering cycle it’s more relaxed. So the last 
three years of that cycle were back to basics with a lot of 


parties at night, sport during the day, and not so much 
difficulty in classes. 


Your final year included a trip to South America, right? 


| did the last year of studies in Brazil and my end of studies 
internship in Ecuador. That internship happened to be ina 
factory that produced coffee, processing coffee beans from 
the fields to lyophilized coffee. As coffee is a commodity, 
there was a small trading floor in the plant. My project was 
going well in the factory, so | could spend some time with the 
three trader women that worked there. | had been attracted 
to all those blinking screens and, by talking to the traders, | 
realized that financial markets where very interesting. Back 
in France, | started a course in financial markets and 
changed careers before my first career had even really 
started. 


You had a very successful career in finance (CFA, CAIA). 
Why did you quit? 


| quit in June, 2018, at age 33. | had been working as a 
professional photographer in parallel with my activity as an 
investment manager. It became too hard to do both at the 
same so | decided to stay with photography. Many 
parameters played a part in that decision but, in summary, 
after 10 years as a trader, | thought | had reached the top of 
what | could do. | had launched my own hedge fund and 
raised more than 50 million euros in it. Although there had 
been many changes from the beginning until that time, the 
view forward did not seem very interesting. From that point 
in time, the only thing that could have changed would have 
been to manage 500 million instead of 50. The prospect 
could have been exciting, but | saw it as less of a challenge. 


That must have meant a huge change of lifestyle! 


It was the biggest decision in my life and, although | have not 
reached my previous standard of living, | don’t regret it for 


one second. Many people say, “In case it does not work in 
photography, you can always come back to your previous 
job.” In French, we say, // ne faut jamais dire jamais —“never 
say never,’ in English — but, although it would take me five 
minutes to find a job in my previous industry, | think | can 
tell that | will never go back to my previous life. As | always 
say to those same people, “| would rather be a seller at the 
photography corner at Fnac — the equivalent of your Best- 
Buy — than go back to financial markets. Every year since 
2018 has been much better than the previous one and | 
guess this year or the following will be the year when | can 
Start living well from my photography. 


Did you go back to school for formal training in visual art 
or photography? 

| did a five-day unit about using Photoshop at the very 
renowned Gobelins school in Paris. | learned a few tricks but 
| think | forgot most of it. You can see that in my pictures; 
they are very natural, with no, or almost no, processing. | 
also did one Canon workshop a few years ago. | had been 
selected by the brand with 29 other French photographers to 
spend the day with three of their ambassadors in a castle 
near Paris. We did a workshop with each of them about each 
one’s specialty. It was a great day and | remember | learned 
a few things that day! Beyond that, it has been self-learning 
from A to Z. If | was over-trained in the finance industry, | 
have had nearly Zero training in visual art. | don’t feel | am 
less good in photography than in financial analysis and, 
although I’m sure training might matter, what matters more is 
doing, making mistakes, understanding them, and getting 
better. Again and again. 


You often enter places without permission. Any brushes 
with the law? 

As a photographer, | have been caught dozens of times. 
Only once in my two years as a street painter did the 


neighbors call the police. The cops called the owner and 
asked him if he wanted to press charges. | heard on the 
phone that the owner asked if we were Black or white. The 
cop answered, “No, no, they are good French.” What would 
have happened if we had been foreigners? Racism exists. | 
guess it was my first and only personal confrontation with it. 





| never had problems after being caught. Guards are there to 
catch breakers, robbers, and taggers — not photographers. | 
am always brought outside without a problem. It sometimes 
avoids a hard climb to exit so, when it happens after the 
pictures are made, it can even be a good thing! 


How do you learn about new sites? 


There are mostly three ways | use to find abandoned places. 
The first one is social networks. | have begun to have few 
followers, so | receive tips online — “There is this abandoned 
place in the village where | go on vacations” or “There's an 
abandoned place in the city where my grandmother lives.” 
Another source of leads is travel blogs. Bloggers often talk 
about abandoned places because they search for unusual/off- 
the-beaten-track subjects to share with their readers. For 
example, a blogger talking about Paris would not talk about 
the Eiffel Tower but more about that small street with color- 


ful painted houses. The third source, by far the one | use 
most, is Google Maps, scrolled at a maximum in the satellite 
view mode. | scroll and look for anything that looks aban- 
doned — holes in roofs, for example, or unmaintained gar- 
dens. When I've found a likely site, | use Street View, when it 
exists, to help me confirm the place is actually abandoned. 


Do different countries react differently to you? 


They totally differ, indeed. On one side, some countries’ are 
very suspicious — | would say that, in Europe, maybe France 
or Germany would get the Palm for that. On the other side, 
you get Asian countries, such as Japan, where people tend 
to totally overlook what others are doing, especially when it 
comes to foreigners. In Japan, | think it’s in the people’s 
culture to mind their own business and | think that they have 
some kind of positive mindset that tells them that, if someone 
is doing something, there must be a good reason. 


This difference among countries also has a lot to do with the 
development of urban exploration. It is far more popular in 
France and Germany than anywhere else, so | guess that 
when people always see cars parked in front of their houses 
start to be fed up. | don’t Know the USA for urbex but, know- 
ing the people, | would say that they pay even more attention 
to trespassers than either the French or Germans. 


Your images are very involving — deeply-focused, 
detailed, and complex. 


Social networks have had a huuuuge impact on photography 
in the last 15 years. On how people make pictures. On when 
people make pictures. On why people make pictures. On 
where people make pictures. Little by little, it changed 
people's reception of images in the broader sense. We are 
drowned by images all day, every day of the year. That’s the 
basic purpose of the series called “Shapes” on my website. 
In a world where we are inundated with images, where we 


consume pre-digested pre-formatted images, designed to be 
looked at, assimilated, and digested in a second, | like the 
idea of giving the viewer food for thought, imposing a pause 
on the photo. The images in this series are not understand- 
able at first glance. One has to stop for a few moments to try 
to find out what it is; the mystery is an essential part of the 
experience. 

Who are your influences? How does your work connect 
to theirs? 


The work of Eugene Atget about the Paris of the end of the 
19th century is founding for me. His pictures of empty streets, 
where not a living soul is seen, paradoxically breathe human 
activity. Atget entitled one of his images: Courtyard, 41 Broca 
Street (1912), but letting the specific fade behind what | want 
to show is a /eitmotiv for me. Simply entitling a picture Castle, 
France, | leave all the room for the observer’s reflection. 


The straightforward sobriety of their work attracted me to the 
work of Bernd and Hilla Becher. They've created collections 
of unadorned, “objective” images of disappearing industrial 
heritage which deeply resonate in my mind. | enlarged the 
spectrum to the whole civilization and added an ecological 
thought to it. 


Chris Killip’s photography pushed me toward a fundamental 
notion of accessibility to the subjects. When he began his 
work on the deindustrialization of Northern England, Killip 
was confronted by workers' communities that were very 
defiant to the photographer’s lens. By dint of determination, 
and after several years, he was accepted by these commu- 
nities and created a never-equaled work. The same deter- 
mination and search for accessibility are what moves me 
when it comes to traveling the world looking for abandoned 
places and, particularly, to getting inside them to shoot, 
which sometimes needs military-type operations. 


Talk about your TEDx. Not everyone enjoys the artist 
talk format, especially taped for TV. 


My TEDx in Paris was a great experience. It was the first 
time in my life that | had to talk in front of a large audience. 
To be prepared | bought two books: Talk Like Ted, by 
Carmine Gallo, and TED Talks, by Chris Anderson. Both 
were of great help but | especially recommend the second 
one. The event was organized by students at a business 
school. The program was scheduled in two parts: five talks, a 
break, then five other talks. The setup included a stationary 
camera that captured the stage and a “mobile” camera — a 
guy moving with a handheld unit. 





Unfortunately, although the talk went very well, the video 
record of it does not exist. | was originally scheduled to 
speak before the break but was moved to part two. Tech- 
nical difficulties: failed batteries in the main camera, inad- 
equate light for the mobile one, caused all of the second 
half's video to be useless. Still, | thank the organization for 
the opportunity for me to develop as a public speaker. | was 
invited by a Chinese equivalent of TED to present in 
Shenzhen in the next year and the Paris experience was 
excellent preparation for the presentation in China. 


Your new endeavor is Jonk Editions. |s there a story? 


In the past, I’ve published five books with four different pub- 
lishers. During the 2020 covid confinement, | developed two 
new books from several years of upstream work. The first, 
Naturalia Il, with a beautiful preface by Yann Arthus-Bertrand, 
follows an earlier volume that | released in March 2018. | 
planned to release the second volume three years later, in 
March 2021. As summer 2020 was coming to an end, | knew 
that, if | wanted to make this happen, there would be a long 
delay for prospecting publishers. | would have to rush things 
a bit and, convinced of the quality of this book, | decided to 
self-publish it. As | thought about it, | realized that the 
second book, Post-winter, might just be the most interesting 
of all. Combining photography and fiction, it is based on 
around fifty pages of text and some of my photos of 
abandoned places, self-portraits actually. | asked a friend 
with literary skills to be my pen to develop a scenario that | 
had imagined a few years ago, then | presented this book to 
about thirty publishing houses. The negative responses 
followed one another —fiction publishers do not usually 
include images, image publishers do not often publish fiction, 
and a world crisis having just passed, none was inclined to 
launch a UFO. 


Having many other projects, | came to an obvious conclusion. 
The French adage says, On nest jamais mieux servi que par 
soi-méme (you are never better served than by yourself), so | 
decided to also self-publish this second project. And why stop 
there? | might as well publish all my next books and give a 
beautiful framework to this new adventure! Tadaam: Jonk 
Editions was born! Once the machine started, | thought it was 
a shame not to also publish artists whose work | like. The 
philosophy is “Toward other worlds...” | want to make books 
that have never been done before at least very little seen. As 
beautiful as these cities can be, you won't see a book about 
Paris or Venice at Jonk Editions! 


Near term, long term — what's next? 


My next big project is the opening of my gallery in Paris. After 
a couple administrative and construction delays, it should 
open in a month or two as a classic gallery around an 
editorial line about Nature. And, as a consumer, an artist, an 
author, and now a publisher, | plan to make one book every 
year. 


Much more of Jonk sa see online at these links: 
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Back issues in print from Dek Unu’'s 
catalog are available for sale at 
www.dekunumag.com. 
Search for Dek Unu Magazine 
and browse or search by name for 
past featured artist-photographers. 


NAXore | @i folie 





Sales support the artists and non-profit 
Dek Unu Magazine 


Dek Unu Magazine, a division of Dek Unu Arts, publishes and promotes fine art photography as a not-for-profit entity located 
at 1618 San Silvestro Drive, Venice, Florida, United States of America. Dek Unu Magazine, ©2018 - 2022 Dek Unu Arts, all 
rights reserved. Unless noted copyrights for included images are owned by the artists and used by permission. 


Dek Unu Magazine publishes eleven monthly editions online at https://www.dekunumag.com and in print on demand through 
Magcloud, a division of Blurb, Inc. Please see guidelines for submissions at https://www.dekunumag.com/submit and direct 
questions regarding the publication process to dekunumag@gmail.com. Other correspondence: dekunuarts@gmail.com. 
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